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killed, and when he died in the siege of Port Arthur they took
her definitely under their care. Her father had stipulated, how-
ever,, that she was not to be allowed to enter the novitiate or
to be persuaded to do so until she had first been given some
experience of the world, and it was in accordance with this wish
that the nuns had sought an occupation for her, and through
Berdicheva, who had known her mother, she had been apprenticed
as a masseuse.
It was a sweet, shy Natasha I found when I had persuaded her
that there were less terrifying fish in the sea than figured in the
cloister tales of the land-lubber nuns. But the combined disciplines
of the convent and her job and the demands of my double duties at
Tsarskoe Selo and for the Counter-Espionage had made meetings
difficult before the revolution, plus a strange reluctance in Natasha
herself which was difficult to understand and impossible to over-
come. Her love for me seemed to be satisfied with thinking of me,
which she swore she never ceased to do, and though she was infinitely
tender with me in our later meetings, pledging herself again and
again to me with long caresses, she was always composed and ready
for parting and would never promise a quick reunion, as though
our being together meant no more to her than a reassurance of
my actual existence, a recharging of her imagination, and when
she had touched and kissed and looked her fill of me, all she wanted
to do was to hurry away with this new cargo of me into her dreams,
Shortly before the Bolshevik outbreak in July she had accom-
panied the Mother Superior of the little convent on a visit to some
relations of the latter's among the German Catholics of the Crimea,
a visit which had protracted itself through the summer and autumn
and was to have concluded in the very week the Bolsheviks rose.
Since when I had heard nothing of her at all. A queer love-affair,
perhaps, but its bitter-sweetness, its hopes and frustrations, for all
their horrid insubstantiaHty, were the one constant star that shone
in my sky in these days, and I was young and determined to be true.
For that reason I had been trying to pluck up courage for nearly
a month to suggest to Madame K------that she should go, but it
was certain she would raise a vigorous howl against being thrust
out at this particular time, even though we had friends who would
have been willing to take her in, so the deed had been postponed
and postponed. All suggestions that she might join her husband were
rejected with contempt. But my fiat was the most convenient centre
for the new activities and therefore she must be asked to leave at
once. We should probably need the space she was occupying for
men whom it was necessary to hide for a few days, and in any case
we could not afford to have a woman of her type mixed up in this